'Different Inside

I HAVE been misunderstood and wrongly accused so
many times that I ought to be able now to shrug my
shoulders, not merely suffering in silence, (for I know
that protest is useless) but being indifferent, not suffer-
ing at alL Yet every other day or so something happens
and I see once more what an ill-fated fellow I am.
Only last night, for example, when we were playing
bridge at my cousin's, she accused me of being far too
pleased with myself when I contrived (not unskil-
fully, let me admit) to be four up in Spades. The fact
is, of course, that she was still rather annoyed because
she had for once been over-called, she who calls so
wildly and unscrupulously and always forgets to pay,
or at least forgets to pay me, when she loses. That is
not the point, however, and I have no intention of
discussing my cousin's fantastic ethics. The trouble
is that I know very well she had evidence enough on
which to base her accusation. No doubt my face was
one vast ill-mannered grin of triumph, a revolting
sight, and yet I was not feeling jubilant, ready to crow
at my victory, but only mildly pleased with myself. I
did not even know I was looking pleased, having for-
gotten for the moment the tricks my face plays on
me. I can well believe, however, that I presented to
the company a front' that irritated everybody. Are
other people, I wonder, as plagued by their faces as
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